The Clams by Jones, Paula
CutBank 
Volume 1 
Issue 11 CutBank 11 Article 10 
Fall 1978 
The Clams 
Paula Jones 
Follow this and additional works at: https://scholarworks.umt.edu/cutbank 
 Part of the Creative Writing Commons 
Let us know how access to this document benefits you. 
Recommended Citation 
Jones, Paula (1978) "The Clams," CutBank: Vol. 1 : Iss. 11 , Article 10. 
Available at: https://scholarworks.umt.edu/cutbank/vol1/iss11/10 
This Poetry is brought to you for free and open access by ScholarWorks at University of Montana. It has been 
accepted for inclusion in CutBank by an authorized editor of ScholarWorks at University of Montana. For more 
information, please contact scholarworks@mso.umt.edu. 
Paula Jones
THE CLAMS
They breathed like the eggs of birds, 
a quiet and neighborly gift. T h a t ’s what he thought 
handing you forty across the porch by the kitchen.
They cleaned themselves like a river over rocks,
breathed sand to the bottom  till their necks were a long clean tube.
You wanted to whistle when their bodies steamed open.
When your arms passed over them, like wings, they glowed, 
this kettle of clams, the tender eyelids of the m oon, opening.
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